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‘To my sister Jean 
and 


All those who still believe in the magic of Christmas! 


Page 4 


AURORA 


Have you ever heard of the fabulous bird 
That flies through the dark polar skies? 
And the princess so fair with her long golden hair, 


Who rides on its back till sunrise? 


Have you not heard of this heavenly bird 
With its wings of shimmering light? 
Bright blue green and red with a gold-crested head, 
It brings dawn to the long polar night! 


nce, when I was very young, I ran away from home on Christ- 
mas Eve. I had discovered there was no Santa Claus. Santa 
didn’t come and leave presents under the tree when I was 
asleep as I had been told. Instead, people bought presents and gave them to one 
another. And that was what Christmas was really all about I thought—buying 


and giving presents. 


“There is no Santa Claus! There is no Santa Claus!” I repeated again 
and again as I lay in my warm bed that night. I thought about all the Christmas 


presents I had found in my mother and father’ bedroom closet with my name 
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on them. Santa hadn’t brought them—they had! What was I going to say when 
they all opened theirs and asked me why I hadn’t bought them anything? That’s 


when I decided to run away. 


After everyone was asleep I put on my fur-lined boots and parka and 
climbed out my bedroom window. It was bitterly cold and my breath froze in 
a white cloud as I hurried away into the night. The snow squeaked so loudly 
I thought for sure it would waken my parents and they would come after me. 
Overhead long bands of green light moved slowly across the dark sky, lighting 
up the snow and making it easier for me to climb to the top of the hill behind 
our home. I knew they would find my tracks in the morning, but I planned to 


walk all night and hide in the woods so they wouldn’t find me. 


It took me a long time to climb the hill through the knee-deep snow. 
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My legs ached and my lungs burned from the cold before I reached the top. I sat 
down and leaned back against a birch tree to catch my breath. I pulled my parka 
tight against my face to keep out the cold and shoved my hands deep into my 
pockets to keep them warm. I thought about finding my Christmas presents and 
Santa not being real, about my mother and father and what they would think 
in the morning when they woke and found me gone. I must have fallen asleep, 
because I was suddenly shaken awake by an old man with a beard as white as the 


snow I was sitting on, and eyes that twinkled like the stars above me. 


“Well, now,’ he said in a quite matter-of-fact voice when he saw I was 
awake, “what are you doing asleep out here in the cold? You should be home 


in bed, waiting for Santa Claus to come.” 


“There 1s no Santa Claus,” I replied, rubbing the sleep and cold from 
my eyes. “People buy each other presents. And then they make believe Santa 
Claus and his reindeer brought them.” 


“That’s true,” the old man said after a moment, looking down at me. 
“Most people do buy presents, but that’s no reason to stop believing in Santa 


Claus, is it? What did you get your family this year?” 


“Nothing,” I replied. “I thought Santa was going to bring everybody 
presents. But then I found out he wasn’t real! So I decided to run away from 


home so they wouldn’t tease me about not buying them anything.” 


“Well,” he said, sitting down in the snow beside me, “I don’t think they 
would do that. But if you’ve made up your mind to run away, it looks like 
you've got a good start. Is that the smoke from your home down there in the 


valley?” 


I nodded. I wondered if he was going to take me back and wake my 
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parents, and tell them I had tried to run away. He looked at me and then up at 
the sky. 


“If you had a present to give everyone you wouldn’t have to run away 


from home and make them all feel sad, would youe” 


“But I don’t have any presents to give,’ I protested. I started to cry, be- 
cause I was tired and cold, and I didn’t know what to do or where to go. The 


old man put his arm around my shoulders and comforted me. 


“T’ve got a present you can give them,” he said warmly. “It’s something 
they’ll remember the rest of their lives! And they’ll never forget who gave it to 


them either!” 


“You do?” I said, sitting up straight. “What 1s it?” I wiped away my tears 
with the back of my mittens. I wondered if it was something he had in his 


pocket. His jacket was very large, and I could see it had big, deep pockets. 


“Not all Christmas presents are found under a tree,” he said with a smile, 


seeming to read my thoughts. “And some you can’t even see. Like a story!” 
“A story!” I replied, surprised. “A story?” 


“Yes! And after you hear it, you can tell it to everyone tomorrow morn- 
ing after they've opened their presents. And that will be your Christmas present 
to them! Won’t that be nice?” 


“Ts it a really good story?” I asked, afraid that they would laugh and 


make fun of me if it wasn’t. 


“Yes it is,” he said. “I’ve heard many stories in my lifetime, but never a 


story like this one! It’s about something that happened a long, long time ago. 
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I’ve never told it to anyone until now. Good stories are hard to come by, and 


really good stories are one of the finest gifts you can give! They last forever!” 


“Tell it to me!” I said eagerly, forgetting how cold and tired I was. “Tell 
me so I can surprise everybody tomorrow morning!” I shivered and rubbed my 


hands together excitedly, waiting for him to begin. 


He looked at me from within the folds of his parka and stroked his 
beard. Then he looked up at the sky and whistled softly. The long fuzzy bands of 
green light moving slowly overhead suddenly blazed into fiery curtains of red 
and yellow and blue, filling the whole sky! The lights shimmered and danced 
along the mountaintops and flickered up and down the valley until the forest 
and the hills seemed to be on fire! I had never seen anything so beautiful in my 
life! I heard a rustling sound in the air, like something flying by above me, but 


the lights were so bright all I could see was the dazzling display! 


“This is the story about these lights you see and how they came to be 
during the long polar nights,” he said, smiling. He reached down and took my 
hand. “Listen closely, for this is my present to you! I don’t want you to forget 
a word of it or doubt that it ever happened! It will be yours to remember for 
as long as you live, and to tell to others when you have nothing else to give at 


Christmas!’”’ 


I nodded and squeezed his hand tightly. He pointed to the burning 


snow capped peaks on the horizon and began: 
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ar, far to the north lies the distant land of Borealis. 

It is so far north that to get there you must first pass 
by the North Pole and then continue on across the frozen Polar 
Sea until you come to the backside of the wind! When you fi- 
nally come to where the wind starts you will be in Borealis, the 
home of the North Wind. It is so far north that in the winter the 
sun never rises for six months and it is always dark. And in the 
summer, when the sun finally does return, it never sets, and is 
bright daylight for another six months. 


King Boreas and his family, the Snow Queen and their 
daughter, Aurora, rule this far-off land. They live on the shore 
of the Polar Sea in a beautiful snow-white palace with crystal 
windows and icicle chandeliers in every room. In the center of 
the palace is a ballroom floor cut from blue ice and a courtyard 
paved white with frost! In the winter tall candles set in scallop 
Shells shine out from each window, and the palace sparkles 
like a diamond as far as you can see across the glittering snow 
when you approach it! And in the summer, when the sun shines 
through the crystal windows and across the ballroom floor, the 
palace blazes with all the colors of the rainbow! 


One night, long after the sun had set, King Boreas found 
his daughter Aurora standing on her bedroom balcony, gazing 
up at the dark starry sky with tears in her eyes. 


“What is the matter!” he exclaimed. “Tell me what is 


wrong!” 
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“It’s the night!” Aurora cried. “It’s been dark for so long, 
and I’m so tired of only seeing the stars! Can’t you make the 
sun come back sooner so the birds will return and I can go sail- 
ing and walk along the shore collecting shells?” 


Now King Boreas is a very powerful king, for it is he who 
controls the North Wind and his wife, the Snow Queen, who 
makes it snow. Between them they cause the blizzards that 
blanket the land during the long cold winter. But neither of 
them had any idea how to make the sun return before its ap- 
pointed time. So the king called all his counselors before him 
and asked what could be done to make the sun return and 
his daughter happy again. For when Aurora was unhappy King 
Boreas and the Snow Queen were unhappy, and when King 
Boreas and the Snow Queen were unhappy, everyone in their 
kingdom was unhappy! 


All his gray-haired counselors, bent by age and filled with 
the wisdom of the world, put on their long white thinking caps 
and sat down at the king’s crystal table and thought and talked 
far into the night (which, if you will remember, is six months 
long up there!). But after eating almost all of the king’s ice cream 
and drinking most of his ice wine, none of them could tell him 
or the Snow Queen how to bring back the sun. 


Then the king with a scowl asked the great Snowy Owl, 
who knew everything that went on in the sky, how to bring back 
the sun. 
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The owl spread its great 
white wings and looked down 
from its perch above the 
king’s table at all the coun- 
selors seated around it. 


“Who? Who? Who 
knows how to bring back the 
sun? I really don’t think it 





can be done!” 


Then the king in despair asked the mighty Ice Bear, who 
knew everything that went on across the land. The bear rose 
on its hind legs, looked around the ballroom, and roared three 
times, the last time so loud the crystal windows shattered, the 
table cracked and the counselors shook in their seats. 





“Bring the sun back? You're on the wrong track!” 


At this the king became very pale and asked the Unicorn 
Whale, who knew everything that went on under the sea. 


The whale stroked its long ivory horn with a front flipper 
and thought long and hard. 


“Make the sun rise before it’s supposed to? Why, I couldn't 


propose what to do!” 





The king looked around the table at his counselors and 
cried in despair. “Is there not one among you who can tell me 
how to banish the night and make my daughter happy again!” 


At this everyone fell silent, including the Ice Bear, and 
hung their heads, ashamed to meet his eyes. Finally an old man 
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with a snow-white beard who had been listening without saying 
anything to the counselors arguing among themselves, spoke up. 


“Good king and queen,” he said, “in my life I have trav- 
eled the world over, and have seen many marvelous things. On 
one of my travels south, when I was but a boy, we sailed far 
up an inland sea until we came to the mouth of a mighty river. 
We worked our way up the river until we came to a beautiful 
white city along the shore. It was called Heliopolis, the City of 
the Sun. Many were the strange and wondrous things I beheld 
in that city, but none more wondrous and strange than the 
bird I saw in a gilded cage in the courtyard of the caliph, the 
ruler of that city! They called it the Phoenix, or Firebird. It was 
twice the height of a man, with a green head and a gold crest 
that glittered like the rays of the sun! Its wings were ruby red 
and its long blue tail spotted with gold! When it opened its beak 
its throat shown like an emerald held to the light! Long I stood 
there staring at it until it turned and looked at me. Its eyes 
sparkled like two great blue sapphires with a beauty that left 
me speechless! They said when the bird spreads its wings they 
shine like the sun, leaving you almost blinded! Since it appears 
none among us knows how to bring back the sun, perhaps the 
princess would be happy if she had this wondrous bird to look 
at during our long winter night!” 


The king stroked his beard as he thought about what 
the old man had said. Since no one knew how to bring the sun 
back before its appointed time, the bird seemed his only hope 
to make his daughter happy again. 
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“What might the caliph, the ruler of this city, take for his 
bird?” he asked the old man. But before he could reply all his 
counselors, to atone for their ignorance of how to bring back the 
sun, cried out, “Gold, Your Highness! Gold will buy anything if 
you have enough of it!” 


“Gold enough I have!” the king cried. The mountains of 
Borealis are filled with it! Make ready a ship and crew to sail at 
first light! I will command the North Wind to keep its sail full at 
all times!” 


And, when the long winter night finally ended and the 
sun was just peeking above the horizon, the king and his crew 
sailed south through a channel in the ice toward the open sea 
and Heliopolis. After many weeks with a fair wind filling their 
sails, they finally turned east into the inland sea the old man 
had told him about. The days grew increasingly warm, and after 
sailing for several more weeks they came at last to the mouth of 
the mighty river flowing out into the sea. And up it they sailed 
until they came to Heliopolis, the City of the Sun, shining on 
its shores! After anchoring in the harbor, the king and his crew 
made their way to the courtyard of the caliph. And there, in its 
gilded cage beneath a spreading incense tree, was the magnifi- 
cent Firebird, just as the old man had described it! 


“Truly a bird beyond price!” the king murmured, looking 
at it, his heart sinking at the thought of the caliph ever wanting 
to part with it. “How will I ever be able to get it away from him?” 


Upon hearing that strangers had arrived from a far-off 
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land and were looking at his bird, the caliph hastened from his 
palace to ask them their whereabouts and to offer them his gen- 
erous hospitality. 


“We have come from the land of Borealis, home of the 
North Wind,” the king replied, “to see your wondrous Firebird 
and to witness the fiery display when it spreads its wings.” 


“That is the Firebird you behold there,” the caliph said 
pleasantly. “But as to the fiery display when it spreads its wings, 
or that it was born in fire and rises out of its own ashes every 
five hundred years as the legends say . . . alas! That I cannot 
tell you. The bird has been in this cage longer than I have lived 
or anyone can remember. And in all that time it has yet to beat 
its wings, even once.” 


“Still, whether the legends about it are true or not,” the 
king said, “we have sailed here to see if you would part with it, 
so that my daughter, Aurora, might be cheered by looking at it 
during our long winter night.” 


“Part with my Firebird!” the caliph exclaimed, his voice 
rising. “It is priceless! The only one of its kind! There are no oth- 
ers!” But then, remembering that the king and his crew were his 
invited guests, his manner changed abruptly, and he again be- 
came gracious and friendly. Curious to know what King Boreas 
had to offer (although, the truth be known, he had no inten- 
tion whatsoever of ever selling the bird!), the caliph clasped his 
hands before him and rolled his eyes toward the cage. “What,” 
he said pleasantly, “are you prepared to offer?” 
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The king nodded to two of his crewmen, who picked up a 
large leather sack lying on the ground between them and stag- 
gered up to the caliph and placed it at his feet. 


“As much gold as you might want,” the king said earnest- 
ly, gesturing at the sack. “Too much is not enough if it makes 
my daughter happy again!” 


The caliph looked at the heavy sack of gold lying at his 
feet. “Oh dear,” he said, shaking his head and fanning his face 
with his hand, for he was beginning to feel uncomfortable stand- 
ing in the open courtyard in the hot sun. “I have more gold than 
I could spend in three lifetimes. Whatever could I possibly do 
with more?” 


Upon hearing this the king’s heart sank. He stroked his 
beard and tried very hard to think of something else the caliph 
might want. Suddenly his eyes lit up! Reaching up he took off 
his crown and held it out to him. 


“My crown!” he cried. “Take my crown! It contains the 
most precious jewels on earth—diamonds from the mountains 
of Borealis! They even glitter in the dark!” 


“Oh dear!” the caliph exclaimed again, looking at the Fire- 
bird in its cage and wiping the sweat from his forehead, for now 
he was beginning to feel very warm indeed. “I have more jewels 
than I could wear in three lifetimes. What could I possibly do 
with more?” 
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King Boreas’ heart sank to the soles of his feet when he 
heard this. He could not bear the thought of returning to his 
daughter empty handed. He pulled fretfully at his beard and 
tried desperately to think of something else he could trade for 
the bird. The caliph was now perspiring very heavily from stand- 
ing in the hot sun and looked longingly at the shade cast by the 
incense tree. The king smiled suddenly when he saw the caliph 
looking at the tree. 


“Perhaps,” he said pleasantly, “you might wish to part 
with your bird for a piece of my wind.” 


“A piece of your what?” the caliph exclaimed, turning to 
look at him. “What ever do you mean... ?” 


But before he could say anything more, King Boreas 
waved his hand and instantly a cool breeze filled the courtyard, 
rustling the leaves on the incense tree and drying the sweat on 
the caliph’s face. The caliph looked about him in amazement. 


“It will follow you wherever you go,” the king explained, 
“and keep you and your palace cool for as long as you live.” 


“Truly a priceless offer!” the caliph cried, throwing up his 
arms and whirling about, feeling the cool breeze blowing over 
him. “The bird is yours!” 


And so, after enjoying the caliph’s generous hospital- 
ity and the wonders of Heliopolis, the king and his crew sailed 
back toward Borealis with the Firebird. A fair wind filled their 
sails both day and night, as the king commanded. But summer 
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was ending and the days were growing shorter by the time they 
reached the edge of the Polar Sea. Icebergs filled the sea around 


them and ice began forming on their sails and over the deck as 
they sailed farther and farther north. They had scarcely passed 
through the open channel before the ice closed behind their 
ship with a grinding crash! By the time they reached the king’s 
palace the long winter night was upon them! 


Aurora hugged her father and danced with joy when she 
saw the magnificent Firebird in its cage on the deck. The cage 
was taken at once to the courtyard where she could see the bird 
from her bedroom balcony window. 


“Oh, such a beautiful bird!” she exclaimed, clapping her 
hands in joy. “I can hardly wait for it to spread its silvery wings 
and see how bright they are!” 
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But Aurora and the rest of the kingdom watched and 
waited in vain, for the Firebird neither moved from its perch 
nor stirred a single feather. It showed no interest in its new sur- 
roundings or the people who came to look at it. Aurora became 
upset, and then concerned. She spoke to it often from her bal- 
cony before going to sleep, but the bird did not even glance up 
at her. One time, after everyone in the palace had gone to bed, 
she stood by the cage and in her beautiful, melodious voice, 
sang softly to it: 

Oh bird of beauty born in fire, 
Grant to me my heart’s desire! 
Spread your wings of burning light, 
And make it dawn for me tonight! 


The Firebird slowly turned its crested head and looked at 
her from within the bars of its cage. A golden tear welled from 
the corner of each of its great sapphire-blue eyes, froze, and fell 
tinkling to the bottom of the cage. When Aurora saw this she 
became so upset she woke her father, who Summoned the court 
physician. The physician reached through the bars of the cage 
and felt the Firebird’s breast, noting its drooping tail, ruffled 
feathers and dull eyes. 


“Well?” said the king anxiously. “What seems to be the 
matter?” 

“It is dying,” the physician said. “It’s been in captivity for 
so long in the south, then the long voyage up here, the continu- 
al darkness .. . it’s lost its will to live. I don’t expect it to make 
it through the night.” 
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“Oh father!” Aurora cried. “If it is dying, let it die in a place 
of its own choosing! Set it free! Please set it free!” 


The king gave the order, and in a few minutes the top and 
sides of the cage were removed. Then everyone stepped back to 
see what the bird would do. 


For the first time since its arrival at the palace, the Fire- 
bird seemed to take note of its surroundings. It turned its gold- 
crested head back and forth and fixed its sapphire-blue eyes 
on the distant snow covered peaks glittering in the starlight. 
It tipped its head back and stared up at the stars and then, 
quicker than the eye could follow, it spread its mighty wings! In 
a flash of brilliance that almost rivaled the sun it sprang into 
the night sky! 


Everyone gasped at the heavenly sight, and Aurora wept 
for joy when she saw her beloved bird flying high overhead! A 
dazzling storm of rainbow light rained down from its feathers, 
shimmering and dancing on the mountaintops and reflecting 
off the frozen sea until it looked like the ice was on fire and 
dawn was returning! Higher and higher the Firebird flew, its fi- 
ery display becoming fainter and fainter, until at last they could 
see only a single ribbon of pale green light stretching across the 
night sky to the horizon to show where it had flown. And then 
it too slowly disappeared. 


“It’s gone,” King Boreas said quietly, putting his arm 
around Aurora’s shoulders to comfort her. “Perhaps it is best. 
It was too beautiful to spend the rest of its life in a gilded cage.” 
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But Aurora could not be comforted over the loss of her 
bird. Long after King Boreas and the rest of the palace had gone 
back to bed, she stood on her balcony, peering up at the night 
sky, waiting for the bright dawn of her returning Firebird. But 
the night remained black, blacker than she could ever remem- 
ber, and the stars hung like icy fire and winked their cold un- 
feeling light at her. Finally she went to bed and cried herself to 
sleep, promising herself when she awoke that she would find 
her beloved Firebird, wherever it had flown, even if it took her 
to the distant ends of the earth itself. 


Sometime after she had fallen asleep the thunder of flap- 
ping wings and a blinding flash of light blazing into her bedroom 
awakened her. Sitting up she saw the Firebird perched on her 
veranda, gazing through the window at her, its large blue eyes 
flashing with fire! With a cry of joy that woke her father and the 
rest of the palace, she rushed out and threw her arms around 
the Firebird’s neck! 


“Oh father!” she cried. “It’s come back! It’s come back! Pll 


never let it out of my sight again! Ever! Ever!” 


And so it was that whenever the Firebird took flight, Au- 
rora would stand on her balcony and look up at the beautiful 
rainbow curtains of light sweeping down from its wings, flicker- 
ing and weaving across the night sky, following its every move- 
ment as it flew back and forth high above her, until it returned 
and landed on the balcony beside her. She became so attached 
to the bird she began to sleep less and less, afraid that it might 
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not come back, that it would fly off over the horizon as it had 
once before, and leave her to stand alone on her balcony, star- 
ing up at the cold, unfeeling night sky. 


Her fear became so great that one time, when the bird 
was spreading its wings to fly, she suddenly leaped onto its 
back and threw her arms about its golden neck! The Firebird 
sprang into the air with Aurora clinging to its back and swept 
over the palace and circled the mountaintops, its feathers flash- 
ing fire! The mountains burned with green flames that flickered 
up and down their icy slopes while curtains of red and yellow 
fire swept the heavens from horizon to horizon! Never had any- 
one seen such a heavenly display before! They all stood dazzled 
by the curtains and coronas of shimmering light that danced 
and weaved across the mountaintops and the sky above them! 
And when at last they landed even King Boreas and the Snow 
Queen could not find it in their hearts to scold their daughter 
for riding off on the back of the Firebird! 


And so it was, from that time on, Aurora and the Firebird 
became inseparable. It would only fly when she sat on its back. 
The rest of the time it perched on the railing of her balcony, 
looking in through her bedroom window with its great sapphire- 
blue eyes, waiting for her to come out so they could fly through 
the dark polar sky together. 


It happened though, when the long winter night finally 
ended and the Midnight Sun stayed above the horizon for the 
first time, that Aurora stepped out onto her balcony and found 
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her beloved Firebird looking downcast, the light gone from its 
eyes. At once she told her father, who summoned the court phy- 
sician. The physician looked the bird over, noting its downcast 
head, dull look and drooping wings. Even Aurora, holding it 
around its neck and stroking its feathers, could not bring back 
the light in its beautiful blue eyes. The physician looked at the 
Midnight Sun shining brightly in the sky and then at the bird. 


“It is dying,” he said. “Its whole existence now is in seeing 
its fiery reflection in the night sky. But it has found it cannot 
outshine the sun. I’m sorry, but I don’t expect it to live through 
the day.” 


Aurora became distraught. “Oh father!” she cried. “Can’t 
you please make the sun set and bring back the night and keep 
my beloved Firebird from dying so we can ride the night sky to- 
gether again?” 


At once King Boreas summoned all his counselors. 


“My daughter is grieving because her beloved Firebird is 
dying,” he said. “When it flies it can not outshine the sun and see 
its reflection anymore. Is there anyway to make the sun set be- 
fore its appointed time and bring back the night before it dies?” 


Once again his counselors put on their long white think- 
ing caps and thought and talked far into the day (which, if you 
will recall, is six months long that far north!). But even after 
eating the rest of the king’s ice cream and drinking the last of 
his ice wine, they could not tell him how to make the sun set. 
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Then the king asked the Great Snowy Owl, who hooted, “Make 
the sun set! I’ve never seen it done yet!” The Ice Bear replied 
with a growl, “I agree with the owl!” And the Unicorn Whale, 
flipping its tail, said, “I agree with them both!” 


At last the old man, who had first told the king about the 
Firebird, spoke up. 


“Good king,” he said, “I have sailed the Seven Seas, and 
on one of my journeys far to the south, I discovered that while 
it is light at this end of the world, it is dark at the other end, 
and vice-versa. If Princess Aurora and her Firebird were at the 
southern end of the world right now, it would be dark, and 
the Firebird could once again see its heavenly reflections in the 
night sky.” 


The king was thoughtful for a moment, and then said 
sadly, “My brother, King Auster, rules over the South Wind at 
that end of the world, but I have never been to his palace, and I 
don’t know how to get there.” 


“I do,” a small, high-pitched voice cried behind them. Ev- 
eryone turned in surprise to see an Arctic tern with its red bill 
and black cap standing in an open window where it had been 
listening to them talk about how to bring back the sun. “I have 
been to King Auster’s palace many times,” the tern said. “When 
it is winter up here I fly down there where it is summer, and 
when it is winter down there I fly up here. I will gladly show 
Princess Aurora and the Firebird the way if one of you will look 
after my family while I am gone.” 
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“IT will look after them myself!” the king cried, overjoyed. 
“They shall receive the finest care in the world!” 


And then he turned to the old man. “You have served me 
well,” he said, “and in gratitude you may ride my wind for one 
night of the year, to bring your gifts of wisdom and happiness 
to all whom you wish, for as long as you wish, as you did for me 
and my family!” 


And so, with the tern leading the way, Aurora and her 
Firebird set out for the land of Australis, the home of the South 
Wind. After crossing the equator the sun sank lower and lower 
until finally it was below the horizon and the sky dark again. With 
fire flashing from beneath its wings the Firebird and Princess 
Aurora followed the tern, past the South Pole and on, until at last 
they came to the beginning of the South Wind and King Auster’s 
palace. The en- 
tire kingdom was 
standing out- 
side watching, for 
they had seen the 
whole night sky to 
the north aflame 
with burning 
light as the Fire- 
bird drew near, 
thinking some 
great danger was 
approaching. But 





their fear changed 
to joy when the 
Firebird land- 
ed in the court- 
yard of the palace 
and they saw the 
beautiful woman 
step down from 
its back. And 
none was happier 





than King Auster himself when he discovered it was his niece, 
Princess Aurora, who had come to pay him a visit! 


“I can only stay for as long as it is dark,” she explained 
to him, “for the Firebird is only happy when it can see its re- 
flection in the night sky when it flies. As soon as the sun rises 
and stays above the horizon here we must depart and fly north 
again, where it will be dark.” 


“Stay for as long as you can!” King Auster cried. “There is 
nothing this side of heaven more beautiful than you and your 
Firebird bringing the dawn to our long polar night!” 


And so it was that Aurora remained with her uncle, King 
Auster, filling the night sky at the bottom of the world with the 
Southern Lights! And when at last the sun returned, she bid 
him and his people a sad farewell, and flew north to her father’s 
palace where the sun had already set. 
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And, ever since, Aurora and her beloved Firebird fly back 
and forth between the two kingdoms, bringing the dawn to the 
long polar nights! 


“And that,” said the old man, picking me up in his arms and carrying 
me back down the hill to my home, “is the story of how the Northern and 


Southern Lights came to be!” 


“How do you make Aurora and her Firebird come down when you 


want them to?” I asked, filled with wonder and curiosity. 


He leaned in through my bedroom window and laid me back in my 
bed. “That,” he said, putting a finger to his lips, “is a secret! But if you promise 
never to run away from home again I will tell you. If I hadn’t been out riding 
the wind tonight bringing my gifts, 1 might never have seen you asleep under 


that tree.” 
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I promised. And then, as he bent down and pulled the blankets over me, 
he whispered his secret in my ear. I wanted to ask him who he was and where 
he lived, but I was very sleepy and tired from walking up the hill, and I don’t 


remember him leaving or closing the window. 


I awoke when it was still very dark, recalling every word of the story the 
old man had told me.I could hardly wait for morning to tell everybody about 
Aurora and her Firebird as my Christmas gift to them! I sat up and opened the 
window to see which way he had gone after putting me back in my bed. But 
all I saw in the starlight was my own set of footprints leading away from my 


window. 


And then I knew I had been dreaming! The story wasn’t true at all! 
There was no Firebird or princess who rode around on its back! Tears filled 
my eyes again because I had nothing to give anyone for Christmas! But as I sat 
there looking up at the pale green bands of light moving slowly across the dark 
sky, I suddenly remembered the secret the old man had whispered to me when 


he laid me back in my bed and covered me up: 


Tf you whistle just right on a cold starry night, 
When the sky flames red, green and blue, 
They'll come down to the ground with a rustling sound, 


And make one of your wishes come true! 
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I whistled, softly at first, thinking about Aurora and her Firebird riding 


the night sky together, and then louder. Suddenly the night blazed with a fire 
that danced along the mountaintops and filled the sky and forest before me just 
as it had for the old man! I heard the rustling sound of wings in the sky above 
me, and this time when I looked up I was certain I could make out a large bird 
flying by! I stared at the lights shimmering and dancing on the snow outside 
my bedroom window, wishing to know more than anything else in the world 


who the old man was! 


And then I heard his name, whispered softly in my ear, 
And the lights that blazed so brightly, slowly disappeared. 


The End 
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